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Summary:
A selected collection of short stories and extracts sourced from a certain general on a mongolian basket weaving forum. Written by Constructionfriend, Asthmabro, Siswife and Rumfriend, among others.

Chapter 1: Andy & Leyley and the Burnt Birthday Muffins
Chapter Text
>"No, no, no, no! Shit!" The stove door swings open, and the acrid smell of ruined baked goods hits Ashley like a slap. She wants to cry. She only got distracted for a few minutes, how did they get this burned?
>Why does she always have to fuck things up? The muffin pan clatters to the cooktop, tossed in disgust. So much for Andy's seventeenth birthday. Any time she tries to do something nice, it always goes wrong. Useless. She's so fucking useless. He's almost home, too.
>With nothing left to do, she takes a seat on the couch and musters up her chosen facade. She can hear the rattle of the key in their front door a few minutes later.
>He doesn't get the chance to greet her before she speaks. "Welcome home, Andyyyy!" Syrupy and artificial, it tastes wrong. "I burned your birthday muffins, so now you get to take your cute little sister out for dinner! I'll even let you pick this time." She doesn't know why she does this. She knows she's being insufferable, how could she not? It's the only thing she knows how to do.
>Her answer is a dull 'Mm' as his bag clatters to the floor. In a few strides, he reaches the stove, lifting and inspecting one of the muffins. The edges are blackened, the tops darkened, and they're not nearly as moist as they should be. She watches with a strange fascination.
>He takes a bite amid her protests of 'Stop!' and 'They're ruined, just throw them out!' He shrugs and grabs a second one before making his way to the couch and flopping down beside her.
>"Thanks, Leyley. They're just the way I like them." An arm slips around her shoulders and pulls her into his side. She resists for only a moment but quickly melts into him. A subtle heat rises to her face as she pouts. She knows he's lying to her. She knows he's playing the contrarian to get a rise out of her.
>It doesn't matter. His praise, his touch, he seems to make everything disappear. She lets out a little mewl and snuggles against him. "Fine... Happy Birthday, Andy."



Chapter 2: Andy & Leyley and the Shared Nightmare
Chapter Text
>She awakes with a start, hands clutching her throat. Her chest heaves. She chances a glance to her side. He's shaking.
>His hands are in the air, hovering over his face, eyes wide in terror, unfocused. His hands are trembling violently as he scans them desperately for blood stains as sweat steadily beads on his brow.
>"Wh-what? What the fuck? Why did it... What the fuck was that?" It's not directed at her, but seemingly everything. The universe.
>She can still feel the sensation of his lips against her cheek, before the edge tore into her flesh. She thought they were okay. She thought things were fine. "I don't know." She rasps softly. "I-I don't know!" She sits up and he screws his eyes shut with his fists.
>She doesn't know what to say. Neither of them do. He relaxes his muscles and heaves a sigh.
>The silence draws for a minute. Her chin rests on her knees, arms around her legs. She finally speaks. "Are we... I thought- Andrew, are you okay? I thought you were okay."
>Her voice sounds so far away, but he rapidly realizes that she's just speaking so quietly. Her voice is shaky. He swallows dryly, thickly. It's painful. "I am. I was. I think? I think I was okay." He's still drifting on a half-high of panic. "Very not okay now."
>What did she do? What had she done to get him so upset? The thought of defending herself hadn't even crossed her mind, despite her mostly-loaded revolver. "I'm sorry." she mumbles meekly. She actually means it, for once, for something she didn't know she'd done, no less. They had fun, didn't they? They were okay. They had to be okay!
>He doesn't respond. He pulls himself up and simply sits on the edge of their parents' mattress. He feels clammy. Still wiping the blood that he could swear was soaking his hands. They're clean as could be.
>"It's just a vision... like last time, right? It doesn't have to happen. We can stop it." She sounds more like she's trying to convince herself.
>He hopes so. He really does. "Yeah..."



Chapter 3: Andy & Leyley and the Very Long Trip
Chapter Text
>The anxiety of driving rapidly fades. Ten and two give way to a single twelve and an elbow on the windowsill. They needed to get far away from her. The hotel, the cafe, the apartment. Maybe somewhere a bit quieter. Less urban.
>Maybe he can find a job somewhere under the table before the credit card runs out. Live out of a shitty motel for a few months or so. Accumulate some money, stay on the move. It worked in the 30s, right?
>It takes a couple of hours to reach the freeway, and the entire time, he's lost in thought. Building plans to nothing, roads to nowhere, imagining some place at the end of this road where things can be normal.
>Maybe buy a tent and live out of the car, or maybe make enough money to buy a camper van to live out of. Move out to-
>He feels a soft bump, and a weight on his shoulder. "Ashley..." he mutters, glancing at her for a moment. She's peaceful, laying there. Chest gradually rising and falling. If ever there were a distraction in the world, she was it.
>He can't help but smile. Seeing her sleep always seems to remind him of the old days, when things weren't so fucking insane. Relaxed. Comfortable. Warm.
>Maybe when they get to the end of the road, things will be different. Maybe he can change things.
>His mind wanders to the dream they shared, and he notices her body heat all the more. Her weight. None of it is terribly uncomfortable.
>He might not mind a few changes. He spent years telling himself that he minded a lot, and minding very much about not minding that much. Things to think about later. For now, she deserves her rest. It'll be a long trip.


Chapter 4: Andy & Leyley and the Couples Discount
Chapter Text
>Fuck fuck fuck
>Andrew rounds the street corner into the back alley, Ashley being yanked behind him by the arm hard enough to make her shoulder flash in pain
>Of course his stupid bitch of a sister had to piss off an entire cult
>The sound of angry robed foot steps was getting closer
>There!
>A movie theatre, perfect!
>Andrew ran through the glass doors and dragged Ashley down with him behind one of the lobby benches
>He tried not to think about how much he enjoyed the excuse to have her so close to him
>And especially not about how her totally not awesome fat tits were squished into his chest
>Foot steps, foot steps, foot steps
>And they were gone
>"Shit Ashley, what in the rat fuck possessed you to pull a gun on the leader of an entire cult in full view of his followers?!"
>Ashley just held up her little trouble making trinket
>"A demon?"
>Andrew tried very hard not to sigh
>"Lets not push it, I don't like being this visible while they're still out looking for us."
>"So, movie then?"
>"Lets."
>Ashley ended up settling on seeing a rescreening of one of those awful goreschlock b-movies she was so enamoured with as a little girl
>Which is when they ran into their next problem
>"We don't have enough for two tickets."
>"I'm sorry, we have a special going but it's only for couples."
>At which point, Ashley grabbed him by the cheeks and proceeded to shove her tongue down his throat
>He'd be lying if he said he didn't enjoy it
>When they finally had to come up for air he saw the deep blush on the cashier's face
>"I'm sorry, I thought you were brother and sister."
>"We get that a lot."
>He was still rebooting and didn't fully come back to reality until after Ashley had interlaced their fingers and pulled him by the hand to the theater showing Cannibal Clowns from Planet 9
>He didn't try to pull his hand out of hers either



Chapter 5: Who corrupted who?
Chapter Text
#451732549
Who do you guys think corrupted the other?
I've seen people saying that Ashley was a cruel and psychotic kid since the beginning but Andrew seems a bit off too.
Do you guys think that Ashley lost when Andrew started to develop a relationship with other girls or Andrew kinda brought it upon himself?
The game hints that the mom knew everything since they were kids but she didn't care enough to do something about it.
#451740461
>>451732549
>Mom sees herself in Ashley, is negligent of her
>Ashley acts out because of negligence at home
>Ashley has no friends except her brother
>Ashley gets one (1) friend
>That "friend" is actually just hanging out with her to leverage her brother away from her
>Andy is actually interested in this other girl and wants to spend time with her instead of Leyley
>Leyley successfully solves this problem with murder and learns that it's a good, consequence-free way to secure affection in an uncaring world
It's possible that Ashley would have turned out normal and is just part of a cycle of abuse
#451746097
>>451740461
Their parents made Andrew Ashley's world, so Ashley made sure she would be Andrew's world at any cost. Andrew is "stuck" in that position. Maybe his possessiveness over Ashley was originally anxiety over failing being the "parent", maybe it was actually anxiety about getting in trouble, but eventually it warped into whatever the fuck they got going on now. Killing Nina would have been the final straw, the best Andrew could do after that was excusing Ashley's behavior when others like Julia pointed out she definitely needed to leave him alone/he needed to not drop everything for her. No matter how normal he was or might have been able to act, Ashley made it so he wouldn't be able to have a normal life. It's possible both of them could have turned out normal if Andrew wasn't forced to care for a problem child at such a young age, and if Ashley could have been normal if she got the attention and socialization she needed from the rest of her family.



Chapter 6: Andy & Leyley and the Title Drop
Chapter Text
>Andrew was curious what the hell Ashley was up to
>Ever since they'd decided to lay low in the latest motel in a chain leading farther and farther from their home city, Ashley had been reading
>That was strange enough, but even odder was the fact that she was actively trying to hide whatever it was that had caught her literary interest from him
>In the past every time she had picked up the reading bug had been a thinly veiled call for attention from Andy
>But so far just in the last 7 hours she had hid whatever this mysterious tome that seemed to completely dominate her attention under or in every piece of cheap motel furniture their room had to offer
>So Andrew was curious
>And when Andrew was curious, Andrew would satisfy his curiosity
>Hence his current position trying to make out any identifying characteristics on the binding of Ashley's book through the crack in the bathroom door hinge
>Damnit, she'd wrapped it in the paper bag they'd brought groceries home in this morning
>This called for desperate measures
>Using all his prowess in stealth he had refined from years of sneaking out for a smoke break as a teenager he crept into the kitchenette
>And set and hid a cheap egg timer behind the microwave
>Returning to his original hiding place he checked to see his sister was still seemingly engrossed in her reading
>BRINGBRINGBRINGBRING
>He admitted to enjoying seeing her jump up like a spooked cat as she threw the book down next to the cheap motel chair and started searching the room for the source of the disturbance
>Now was his chance
>"Andrew what the hell is that nois- what the fuck are you doing you dumb wanker!?"
>"The Pure Sweet Fat of The Hog: 1001 Ways to Prepare Pork?"
>Her search for the audio annoyance forgotten, Ashley's face actually turned florescent pink
>"You've been reading a cook book?"
>"Fuck you, it's your fault for always complaining about my awesome home cooking!"
>Of course, his crazy sister wanted advice on cooking people



Chapter 7: Andy & Leyley and the Never Ending War
Chapter Text
>Two tours in the sandbox. That's all it was supposed to be. After that, contract was up. In theory.
>In theory.
>When it was time for rotation, he never seemed to pass muster. Picked last, every time. It's amazing what kind of excuses the government will come up with to keep a rifle in a man's hands. Extenuating circumstances, nation in great need of his service. Every flavor of bullshit the brass could fling.
>Four years. Four fucking years in the pit, and a collective three weeks of leave that entire time. Was he that expendable or was he that good? He supposed being able to look a man dead in the eyes and pull the trigger counted for a lot. Not even a tremble in his hand.
>The fighting was fine. It didn't really bother him. Someone's trying to put you down, put them down first, right? Front post on center mass, breathe, squeeze. It's simple. What wasn't was the 'peacekeeping.' Combat stress was laughable in comparison to taking a convoy through a street flanked by bombed out concrete shacks, thronged with people in heavy clothes, any one of which might be ready to send you to God. Paranoia. Too much.
>Too much.
>And all of it eleven-thousand miles from the only person who could make his nightmares go away. Sometimes he'd get to call her. Hell, one time he and every other member of his patrol got five minutes on a satphone after locating enemy "strategic assets" that the Feds took particular interest in. Hush money, no doubt.
>Never enough minutes on the phone, never enough time in the day. Ashley could have written a dozen letters a day and he wouldn't have been close enough to her. She wrote at least once a day to him. That was enough to push him through. His squad loved calling him a fag for writing her poetry or songs or whatever intellectual trash crossed his mind that day. Harmless jeering, he was liked well enough. Most of them got sent home in a box.
>Hmph.
>He was going to knock, but the door beat him to it. The crown of a messy head of hair finds its way beneath his chin. A constricting force crushes his ribs. He feels a wetness in his chest.
>Too much.
>Shot? No, where was the burn? Or was it not here yet? The wet on his chest, was that from him? Is that his blood? Fuck, where was he? Sand prickled beneath his nails, filled his boots, caked on his tongue. Fuck, he's dead. Some poor fuck is trying to stop a lungshot with a tourniquet.
>No, Graves, you're home you fucking idiot. Steady your fucking breathing, that's your sister there. How long has it been? Less than a second, right? That sounds right. Good, you can recover from that. She won't have to see you break. Not yet.
>Not yet.
>She's sobbing, she can't force out a single word. All she can do is hold onto him and weep. He might have too, if he didn't feel like a stranger. Andy had died years ago, and he wondered if even Andrew had made it back. Or was he someone else now? Nothing felt right. Things felt right on patrol, or in the FOB, or on base. They felt right in a fox hole dug in the sand, or behind a sandstone crag for cover, taking fire from an unknown direction. He wasn't accustomed to this. Home.
>Home.
>But he was. She was his home, wasn't she? Her. Not this place. This woman.
>But would she still love the man that took Andrew's place?
>His arms close around her and the thick callouses of his hands scratch her bare shoulders. Her arms can barely encircle his torso now, he's put on so much weight. It's funny to think about being the scrawniest fuck in boot.
>Finally. Four years without this. Without her. And now that he's back, he doesn't know how he ever survived out there.
>Maybe he was just trying to find his way back home.
>Life is starting to calm down. Normalcy seems to be returning bit by bit.
>When they were younger, Andrew used to sleep in a different bed, only visit after a nightmare. He doesn't bother now. No need when they came every night.
>He wakes her up sometimes with his restlessness. She can hear names muttered under his breath on occasion. She's learned not to wake him up. Not the way she used to. Her throat was sore for a few days and he couldn't look her in the eyes for a month. He kept his distance, avoided her touch.
>Punishing himself.
>He loses himself sometimes. Forgets where he is. Calls her a dead man's name. He can't handle crowds anymore; his eyes never stop darting between the faces, pulls her away from people with ill-fitted clothes.
>It's another bad night, now. He mumbles incoherently, but she manages to catch an odd 'Harris' and 'bleeding'. She's learned a trick from some book or magazine or a friend in passing, she doesn't remember. It doesn't matter.
>She leans in close, so close that her lips brush his ear. Utters the faintest whisper. "Graves, wake up."
>He doesn't jerk, he doesn't attack her. His chest rises slowly, sucking in a deep breath as his eyes pop open. He's calm. "What?"
>She peers at him, his eyes are far away. He's not here yet. She cups his far cheek and turns his head to meet her. "It's me. You're home, everything's okay, Andrew." Her voice is gentle and soft.
>He comes back. He's biting back a sob. His breathing is shaky and uncoordinated. He closes his eyes and presses his forehead to hers. "Thank fuck." is all he can croak out. A peck lands on the corner of her mouth. "Thank you."
>They don't go to town much anymore. He can't handle it for long. He prefers the suburbs.
>The street crowd already has him on edge, she notices. He's not far away... but he's drifting between there and here. She squeezes his hand, and he squeezes back.
>His hands are so much bigger than they used to be. Harder. They feel like sandpaper. Many a night, she would trace the scars on them, follow them up his arms. She would delight at the coarse touch against her flesh. Now, she resents them.
>Maybe not them... What they represent. How he got them.
>He's still scanning. He never seems to stop. She regrets forcing him to do this, but he can't spend the rest of his life running. Seeing him now with his hackles raised like a wild dog, though. It does something to her. There's no meekness left in him, and every muscle is sprung. He spent so much of his life in fight or flight that he's forgotten how to stop.
>Ready to stand between her and any threat. There's something about that that sets her on fire.
>She barely manages to process the thought before a shitty car backfires as it passes them. Within a fraction of a second, she's yanked off her feet. Powerful arms wrap around her body and tuck her head into his chest; her back hits the ground hard. His weight knocks the wind out of her.
>He waits for the rain of debris and rubble, but it never comes. His heart is pounding. It takes a second before he lifts his head. He scans his surroundings for threats before finally looking down at his sister.
>She wants to cry. She watches him. He's there... and she watches him come back. His face contorts into a mask of disgust, shame, disappointment. His eyes close and he shakes his head. A deep steadying breath enters his lungs, and he speaks with the exhale. "I'm sorry... Are you okay, Ashley?"
>She can't blame him. He's only been home for a couple of weeks. And who knows? Maybe those reflexes will come in handy some day. She cups his lightly bearded cheeks and kisses his lips tenderly. "Don't be, you big dumb hero." It was sickening how arousing that was. She almost hates herself for it, the way he shielded her with his own body.
>She mentally scorns herself for getting off on his demons, but it's a weak admonishment at best. Feeling protected, feeling wanted. It was an intoxicant. But soon enough, he makes his way to his feet and helps her up. As his heat dissipates, her guilt grows.
>"I'm sorry Andrew." I'm such a fuckup. "I... I didn't think it was that bad." I didn't believe you.
"We can go home now, if you want." I'm terrible.
>The crowd that had been watching them disperses. She notices some looking on in utter confusion. Others with pity. A few with a sad understanding.
>Andrew's face darkens. He didn't want this. This pity, this treatment. He wasn't a fucking animal, some broken tool that had served its purpose. She could see that in his face. He didn't want it from anyone else, and least of all her.
>She swallows. She thinks. There's still a pit of ice in her stomach, but she learned a long time ago how to act through that self-loathing. She grabs his hand and stands on her toe tips to whisper into his ear.
>"Let's go home, Andrew, darling." Sultry. Needy. She wonders if she should be disgusted or relieved that she's aroused enough for it to be genuine. "I want to reward you for being such a big, strong protector." A nibble at the shell of his ear punctuates the tease.
>A shiver runs down his spine and his lungs draw in a shallow, sharp breath. He can feel sorry for himself later. Maybe he spent too long in the sandbox. Too far away from her. But whatever need he felt and repressed for her in his teenage years paled in comparison to what he felt for her these days.
>As long as she wasn't pitying him, he'd be okay eventually.
>It was worst when they drove through the city. It hit too close. So close. So many people on either side of them. Crowds of foot traffic.
>Too close.
>It's where he loses himself most. Mutter things under his breath, scan and scan and scan. Call her dead men's names. Crush his steering wheel in a white knuckle grip.
>God it was easy when you knew who was shooting at you. It was easy when you had a whole building to target. It was easy when they carried rifles and RPGs. But the bomb vests were the worst of it. There was never even a second of relaxation.
>He's there now. She can tell. He's completely there. He can feel the sand in his teeth, the baking heat of the sun, the weight of kevlar and magazines and grenades. He keeps calling her 'Harris'. Telling her to keep a lookout. He isn't looking up, he's watching the road and the masses. He misses a stop light and an absent-minded pedestrian steps right in front of the car. He slams the breaks, reaches for a rifle that isn't there. He swings his arm behind the windshield, screaming to get out of the road, get out of the fucking road.
>The poor bastard flips him the bird and continues his journey. He sighs and scrubs his face. He doesn't notice Ashley pleading with him, telling him he's home. He hasn't looked at her in twenty minutes. "Harris, what the fuck?" he demands through gritted teeth, voice harsh by a dust-caked throat. "Why didn't you-"
>Maybe if he sees her, maybe if he'd just look at her, he'd come back. She leans over, grabs his face between her hands, jerks his head in her direction. "Andrew, it's me. It's just me. You're okay." There are tears in her eyes.
>The sand is gone. The kevlar is gone. The magazines, the rifle, the grenades. All gone. It's just him. It's just home. He crumples, sobs a single 'fuck'. His face falls into his open hands and it's the most he can do to just breathe.
>Ashley comes home to find him losing himself in a bottle of bourbon on the balcony of their shitty little studio apartment - it's even worse than the one they'd been confined to, those years ago, but it's home. Half a pack of cigarettes have been snuffed out in the ash tray. She's worried.
>She takes a seat beside him. "Hey. You should have waited for me. I'm down for a little party." She tries to sound like her old self, but the act is starting to feel unfamiliar. She doesn't do it so often anymore.
>He doesn't answer. He just sets the bottle on the table and takes another drag of his cigarette. "Hmph. It's funny." He rolls the cigarette between his fingertips, watching it smolder.
>Ashley turns to face him. "What's that?"
>He pauses. "They lied a lot. About pretty much everything." He sighs. "'A year and a half at most, rotation home every six months, marketable skills.' They said all that. You believe it?" He laughs bitterly. Ashley tries to swallow, but there's nothing there. She listens.
>"They told me I'd learn enough over there to get any job I wanted. Shit." He pinches the ember of his smoke between the calluses of his fingers. It barely stings. The filter falls to the ground. "You know I put in resumes to thirty-seven different places three months ago?"
>He turns to face her, his voice incredulous, holding up a single singed finger to emphasize his point. "One fucking call. Singular. An entire one. And when I told the bitch I was infantry instead of some rear echelon mechanic or a fucking desk jockey, she suddenly acted like I was already fired."
>He blows out a heavy breath and runs his fingers through his growing crew cut. She doesn't know what to say, but mercifully, he fills the silence. "I mean, what the fuck?" He shakes his head. He leans forward and she can see the outline of his dogtags against his shirt. He's never taken them off.
>She's so far out of her element, she can't possibly think of anything to say. Maybe he just needs someone to talk to. She fucking hopes so. At least with Nina, she had been there with him. But this... She'd lost an entire four years with him, and it changed him so much. Her chest feels tight.
>"For the best, I guess." he mutters, scratching a bearded cheek. "God fucking knows I'd have fucked something up. Lost myself." He dips his head, stares at his hand.
>"Andrew..." she murmurs. "You'll be okay, you just need time..."
>"For what?" he raises his voice slightly, spits the words like they taste foul. "I don't fucking belong here. Things don't make sense here." Veins begin to bulge in his neck. "Nothing makes fucking sense here!"
>She's taken aback and watches him curl into himself, his forehead nearly to his knees, his hands gripping his head, fingers tugging at his hair. "I can't even walk down the fucking street, Ashley. How the fuck am I supposed to provide for you?" His fingers ball up, tugging harshly at his hair. A couple of tiny clumps tear from his scalp.
>She stands. In two steps, she's kneeling in front of him. Her delicate fingers find his, and slowly pry them open. "Listen to me." She speaks softly, soothingly, slowly. Pouring every ounce of her love into every word. "We can go." She's making progress with his fingers. One hand has relaxed. She moves to the other. "We can leave, go wherever you want. Wherever you're comfortable." She works on his pinkie. "It doesn't matter." His hands fall to his knees, defeated. Hers cup his bearded cheeks, tilt him up to look her in the eyes. "As long as I'm with you, we could live on the moon. I don't care, Andrew. I never did."
>He leans into her touch and his eyes drift shut. There's so much pain in his face, the wrinkles at the corners of his eyes. She can feel his jaw muscles tense as he grinds his molars.
>He sighs a hundred-year sigh. A sigh of so much anguish. She didn't know how hard he was having things. She didn't realize how much he was hurting.
>"I... I don't want to be around people. Crowds. Cities. I- I don't know, like a... like a neighborhood, maybe? A small one. At most." He opens his eyes and sees her smile. Her eyes glitter. They're misty.
>"You can do better than that, dearest. We can run into the woods and live in a cave. Eat tree bark and random hikers! It'll be so much fun!"
>His chest spasms mid-swallow and he chokes on his laughter. "Ho-holy... Fuck." He manages to spit through belly laughs. She might even be serious about it. It doesn't matter, he needed this. She joins with him; giggling quickly becomes hearty laughter.
>"God, I don't know why you decided to stick with me for so long." It's wistful, still shaky with his chuckles.
>She can only smile and lean in to peck his lips. "You know why, Andrew. I loved you from the start." She releases his face and grabs him by his hands, making a show of trying to pull him to his feet despite being entirely unable to lift him. She's giddy. "Now come on, we have packing to do."



Chapter 8: Andy & Leyley and the Cabin In The Woods
Chapter Text
>Sweat pours from his slight frame, soaking his shirt. Why the fuck didn't he get a chainsaw? He takes a couple of seconds to rest, before returning to the chore. He's been at this shit for three days, Ashley cheering him on with all the enthusiasm of a cheerleader on cocaine. The axe swings, the blade bites, his arms ache. Rinse and repeat.
>Some fucking plan this was. Drive out into the woods with nothing but a tent, a stove, an axe, a saw, and a few hand tools to build a new life with. This shit fucking sucks. The cabin walls are only a quarter of their finished height. Clearly he should have bought a bigger tent. And some cots. Or a fucking chainsaw, maybe.
>Thunk. "Go!" Thunk "Andrew!" Thunk "Go!" He huffs. While he certainly appreciates the enthusiasm, he would certainly rather see her actually help out a little.
>The pole of the axe hits the dirt and he leans on it like a cane, wiping the sweat from his brow. At this rate, the walls ought to be done in another week. Maybe. After that, who the fuck knew how he was going to put flooring in. Or a roof. What the fuck was he supposed to use for a roof, anyway? Problems for future Andrew to deal with. The logs are all he needs to worry about today.
>There was something strangely soothing about this though, all things considered. It wasn't like saving up money to buy a house; some nebulous number going up and down until it reached some other arbitrary number that changed at the whims of the market. There was an incredibly satisfying comfort in watching the walls rise, log by log. Concrete progress.
>It helped him keep swinging. He supposed having a cheerleader didn't hurt, either. He couldn't wait to have a real roof over his head again.
>Three months. Not a bad three months, all things considered. Andrew is thickening up considerably, and the axe feels almost therapeutic to swing now.
>His aim is far better, as is his edge alignment. A tree that might have taken an hour to cut down when he first set out on this silly idea now only takes perhaps ten or fifteen minutes if he's pacing himself. He'd be lying if he said he wasn't proud.
>The cabin is mostly finished. Last month they made a trip to the 'nearby' home supply store for some windows and a door. It's modest, but he enjoys it. A simple one-room cabin with a half loft. There are a few tweaks to make, but they can come in time. For now, there's work to be done on a shed. The cabin barely has any growing room, and his tools need a home.
>Ashley enjoys going on walks, or cooking - she's getting better, but cooking over fire has an even greater learning curve than a gas stove. She likes to busy herself, but he finds himself nervous when she tries to do something too strenuous.
>Speaking of, she's bringing him a bottle of water, now. She's more diligent over his breaks now that he's in better shape. She's beaming, and her palm glides over her stomach as she sits beside him on the leaf-strewn ground, careful to sit upwind of him.
>Mercifully, he decides to wait before lighting his cigarette, and Ashley takes the opportunity to curl up into his side, wrapping her arms around his. His palm finds her stomach, caressing the barely perceptible swell there as they sit in silence and listen to the rustle of the trees and the sounds of wildlife.
>He can give her this cuddle, the cigarette can wait a little longer. It's the least he can do.



Chapter 9: Andy & Leyley and the Chance Encounter
Chapter Text
>Of all the places to get dinner, a mall wouldn't have been his first choice. They didn't even shop, Ashley just decided she wanted to eat at the food court before getting back on the road.
>Conversation was sparse. It had been a terribly long time since they'd had Chinese food. Delicious, nutritious, shitty Chinese food. God bless General Tso, whoever the fuck he was - and General Orange, while we're at it. And those noodles... The thick brown ones with the shredded vegetables in it - oh, and crab rangoons! God, if they stayed too long they'd get refeeding syndrome.
>Time honored, if no one was talking over dinner, it meant the food was good. But someone was, though. They were within earshot of a booth housing a pair of brunettes in their late teens, perhaps sixteen or seventeen. One, the girl, in a sweater in July... suspicious. And the other, a boy, in a ball cap. They had rather similar appearances.
>She was currently trying to feed him something off her plate with a bubbly 'say ahhhh', a broad smile on her face. All he offered her was a deadpan stare, completed with the circles under his eyes. She was clearly the more sociable of the pair.
>These two caught Andrew's eye for some reason or another. She reminded him of his sister and, he supposed, he reminded him somewhat of himself.
>"Come on, Dipperrr! It's soooo good." She speaks as though life is a song.
>The boy, 'Dipper', apparently - odd - has a voice as deadpan as his expression. "Oh, I believe you." He seems enraptured in a book of some kind.
>"Come on, brobro! It's Mabel-tastic!" She goads him on with something Andrew is quite sure isn't on any of the menus here.
>Wait, brobro? Now that is odd, he could swear they were more like lovers than siblings.
>The boy sighs, setting his book aside. "Mabes, that is abominable and we both know it."
>The girl - rather, Mabel - feigns shock, placing a hand over her chest and gasps. "Dipper! You should know by now that I'm a culinary genius!"
>God it was like looking into a fucking mirror. Andrew chances a glance toward his sister and finds her utterly enraptured by the scene. That's probably not a good thing...
>Dipper cocks a brow and makes to return to his book. "Riiight..." he drawls sardonically. And that's when his sister breaks out the big guns. The Pout. Andrew would know that move anywhere.
>"Dipper, pleeeaaaase. Pretty please? I promise it's good!" It's taken Andrew this long to identify the horror on the girl's fork. A veritable mountain of various sugary junk foods. At least half of an apple pie had found its way there, topped with a scoop of ice cream, which itself was topped with whipped cream, then sprinkles, then a cherry, then chocolate shavings, then... What the fuck even was that? Pink cocaine? How was it staying on her fork?
>Sweat begins to bead on the boy's face as he glances between his enigmatic book and his sister's eyes. Clearly, he's as helpless to such charms as Andrew was. Several seconds pass before he groans a weary "fiiiine", leaning forward with an eye roll.
>The fork is gingerly placed into his open mouth - the bite is entirely too big, of course, and whipped cream finds its way, as whipped cream so often does, on the corner of his mouth. Dipper's shiver is visible even to Andrew, clearly it was too much of something - or perhaps everything.
>He chews all the same, and the girl leans over the table to swipe a fingerful of the mess left on his face. And into her mouth that finger goes. An uncomfortably sensual moan rings out, and the boy is immediately red in the face.
>"Mabel! I told you, not in public." It's a scream-whisper. Not very effective where discretion was concerned.
>She smirks, eyes alight. "What, would you rather I lick it off instead...?"
>OKAY, that's enough people-watching for one day. God, is that what he and his sister sound like? Look like? Are they them? Oh, that really is weird, mom wasn't just being a cunt. Color rises as his darling sister turns around to face him with a truly devious grin.
>"They're literally us."



Chapter 10: Andy & Leyley and the Little Mistake
Chapter Text
>"... Andy?" Her voice sounds so soft, so timid. It wasn't like her at all. He almost doesn't mind being called by a dead man's name. But it's been a while since she called him that. Months, he thinks. Needs to nip this in the bud.
>He ashes his cigarette over the railing he leans on, "Try again, he's not here."
>She sucks in a shaky breath. She sounds like she's ready to cry. "Please, I really need Andy right now."
>His skin crawls. Every nerve ending is screaming at him that this is a trick, and at the same time screaming at him that she needs him. He turns to face her.
>She wears an expression of fear, worry. Her arms cross over her stomach. Her eyes are puffy and red. She can't look at him. Her eyes dart every which way but to his. She seems almost frail. She's trembling.
>Something is wrong. Very wrong. Terribly wrong. He flicks his cigarette over the railing. There's no time for this petty game of nicknames. "What's wrong? Ashley, did something happen?" A spike of ice finds his heart. Did someone do something to her? His teeth clench, his molars creak. Nothing would be able to stop him if someone touched her. He takes a step toward her and she takes a step back, eyes downcast. Not a good sign. His fists clench.
>She retreats into the hotel room, sits on the edge of the bed. He follows, and takes a chair. She might need the space. An oppressive silence hangs between them. She hugs herself. "I'm late." she whimpers softly.
>Pardon? Scusi? Huh? "You what now?" That cleared up absolutely nothing.
>A steadying breath, a shaky sigh. She looks him in the eye for the first time tonight. "My period. It's late." Her eyes search him for any possible change in his expression.
>Oh. Ohhhh. Oh. Uh-oh. She'd be forgiven for thinking he transmogrified into a statue right then and there. He doesn't move at all, even to breathe. A disbelieving scoff wheezes out of him. "That- No, that's- What do you mean? That doesn't make sense..."
>She scowls. Heat flares in her eyes. "Of course it does, dumbass, we've been fucking like rabbits for weeks!"
>He flinches as though burned. Not his favorite phrasing. He hasn't said anything yet. She's worried.
>"What do we do, Andrew?" For once, she's leaving it up to him. No games, no gaslighting, no bending him into whatever shape she likes.
>His eyes find hers. "You're... sure. Like, about this. You are sure, right?"
>She nods. "Three weeks late. It's never taken that long." Their confinement and starvation didn't count, of course. That last month in the apartment, she completely missed it. Starving will do such things.
>Fuck. "Okay. Alright." He breathes deeply. A low chuckle escapes him, the stress is just too much. "We're gonna have a little mutant goblin, huh?"
>Ashley averts her gaze, her voice coming as a murmur. "Actually, the risks aren't much more than normal."
>Andrew makes a face. "And you know this how, exactly?"
>"I've been in love with you since I was born, asshole, you don't think I've thought about this shit?" she raises her voice, glaring at him.
>He looks away. Chews his finger and thinks. Even if that's true, there's still the matter of their entire situation. "We can't exactly raise a kid living out of a shitty motel room... Or a car." The fact that he even considers it comes as a shock to the both of them.
>She smiles, but it's a weak one. Her normal taunting tone is soft and shaky. "Awww, does Andy wanna have a baby with his little sister?"
>The man colors. A deep scarlet. He doesn't look at her. "No. Not at all." She pouts, her eyes narrow, her lips part to speak, but he continues before she can. "But..." He rubs the back of his neck and looks out the far window. A murmur escapes him. "Andrew might."
>It takes a few moments, but her face reaches the same shade as his, and a smile tugs at her lips.

>Andrew's scowl grew deeper as he took a drag from his smoke
>He glared at the monkey on the pack of smuggled cigarettes as he tried not to gag at the acrid smoke
>God he missed Slow Suicides
>The last time he had seen them was four border crossings ago and he was saving his last pack for his birthday
>His thoughts turned from the cheap post soviet smokes he was still stuck with half a carton of to his sister and their infant daughter who were taking advantage of his smoke break to stretch their legs
>Ever since Ashley had revealed she was carrying their child Andrew had doubled down on his efforts to build some kind of functional new life for the three of them
>They'd started doing odd jobs under the table for everyone from Romanian Gypsies to Scandinavian biker gangs
>Ironically, they found the most success as anonymous hitmen just like the one who had almost slit their throats several years earlier
>The anonymity was perfect for them and thankfully lessons learned from their earliest crimes meant they had accrued a mild level of fame for leaving minimal evidence
>Ashley was still determined to perfect her long pork recipe
>Regardless, the connections they had made were nearly coming to fruition as they slowly made their way south and east through Europe
>America was neither of their first choice, but with the scars of the Yugoslav wars still fresh there was plenty of opportunity to mix in with a wave of other people who wanted to bury their old lives
>Andrew snuffed what was left of his awful cigarette and made his way back to the car he and Ashley had been more or less living out of for the past year
>It was some Soviet era sedan that must have had some level of notoriety given the looks it had gotten them while traveling through Eastern Europe
>They had won it off some overconfident conman in Hungary who was mad enough about losing it that he had ended up setting off Ashley's trinket
>He hadn't tasted half bad
>Ashley handed off little Andrea to Andrew as soon as he made his way back to the car
>"Finally done with wasting our time and money."
>He chose to answer that with a glare
>Her new game was to try and get him angry enough to cuss her out in front of their daughter
>"Yeah yeah, just be glad I'm not stopping as much as you did when you were pregnant."
>"Try holding it in with her sitting on your bladder, tell me how that goes."
>He settled for flipping her off as she walked off to the rest stop bathroom
>His little daughter had nuzzled into his shoulder and was currently drooling all over his turtleneck
>Despite the wetness he could never be mad for long when that happened
>He had been worried when Ashley had given birth in a filthy motel room
>He had been terrified when it was a girl, his mind torturing him with images of what Ashley had done to any previous females that had gotten close to them
>Thankfully, the little girl had been born with a special magnetism and love for her mother and if anything he now though he needed to be careful about interrupting Ashley's Andrea time
>He still wasn't the most fond of the name but it was better than Ashley's first choice
>Still, seeing his baby girl happy to spend most of her time either in Ashley's arms or on her hip always made him crack a grin
>Who knew Ashley had a motherly bone in her body?
>Ow
>Andrea was trying to grab at his hair again
>She had a strong arm for a baby
>And her mother's love for annoying him
>Ashley came back to him still trying to dislodge the little girl's hand from his hair
>And in that way she could work their baby like she could work her trinket managed to separate the two effortlessly
>"She takes after you."
>"I know, I'm so proud."
>And so the siblings turned lovers packed back into their car and returned to the road



Chapter 11: Andy & Leyley and the Inevitable Thing [NSFW]
Chapter Text
>She always figured this would happen. She figured she'd be ready when it did. She'd know more than whatever she was able to glean from this or that sexy scene from whatever slasher flick she was watching.
>Flirting was one thing. She had known from quite a young age that with enough 'encouragement' she could get her brother to see her as a woman, rather than just a sister. So long as she eased him into it. Put him in the pot and then light the fire, not the other way around.
>Nina was just the first obstacle, and she knew the only way to make sure he would say hers forever would be to replace all the whores and cunts who would try to steal him from her.
>It was easier to say than to do, she realized now. Sure, she had plenty of experience with self-pleasure, but god she couldn't kiss her own neck, and her hands did not feel like that. Not a big deal, she had thought when she was younger. It wasn't that special.
>Right. She was falling apart and he hadn't even done anything but touch her hips and kiss her neck. This was going to be a long night. She hoped she'd be good enough for him.
>Please be good enough for him.
>Please.
>"Andrewww." she whines, voice catching in her throat. His teeth graze her pulse and her thighs clamp instinctively, a tiny girlish yelp squeaking out of her. He groans. Holy fuck.
>Her face is on fire, she can feel it. Ears burning. Her breathing is shaky, entire body trembling. His hands glide skyward, dipping perfectly into the curves of her waist, taking the hem of her shirt with them. The air is cold against her stomach; she leans into him to shield it from the chill. He's burning up.
>"God." she whines again, and at the sound of her voice, she can feel it now. Pulsing. Twitching against her stomach. Jesus fucking Christ, it was too much. This was too much.
>Too much. Not enough. Never enough.
>She could barely control herself, she had no chance of controlling him.
>That might not be such a bad thing...
>His teeth leave marks. His tongue darts out as an apology for the pain. Her stomach is in knots. her shirt rises higher, higher, higher. Hesitantly, she loosens her grip on him just long enough to raise her arms. His lips leave her flesh with a pop just long enough to pass the fabric between them. It finds a home on the floor and his mouth finds hers.
>Hands race along her stomach, nails scrape lightly. A dull thought rings in her mind that maybe she should be doing something too. Fingertips trace roadmaps higher and higher. Maybe she should take off his shirt? She doesn't know, there's too much happening!
>And now he's got her by the tits, that should make it easier to think, huh? She has absolutely no idea when she got so sensitive, but her darling brother must have golden hands if he can do this to her. She mewls and whimpers into his mouth as he devours her.
>Please like her. Please please please. She fucks up everything else. Please don't fuck this up.
>"Please." she doesn't realize she's saying it aloud until it's already done. It sets Andrew off. He swears breathlessly, his hands leave her chest; one arm wraps about the middle of her back, the other cradling her denim-clad rear. She's lifted up, and set onto the bed in short order. His presence, his warmth, they drift away.
>Her eyes drift open and he's staring at her, face as crimson as her own, panting. Oh god, oh fuck. He's looking at her. Is she pretty? Does he want her? Please want her.
>He moves in again, and she's shoved onto her back. His hands are somehow everywhere and his lips are already several inches lower than where they started at her collarbone.
>His lips, his teeth, they trace a ragged trail down her stomach. Oh fuck. She can't speak anymore, all that comes out are choked whines and whimpers. No snide remarks, no flawlessly hidden insecurity, just pathetic little needy sounds that seem to excite him all the more.
>She feels weak. Oh fuck.



Chapter 12: Andy & Leyley and the Breaking Point
Chapter Text
It had been a miserable week. Seven days since they cut up their parents and threw them away. Ashley seemed to be doing fine, even better than before from the looks of it. Each sunrise and sunset came and went without a second thought from the little hellspawn. At least she was happy, right? The growing rot of paranoia eating at his brain made that fact hard to celebrate.

The skulls had to have washed up by now, especially with those ripped bags. A week without showing up at work would raise alarms. Neighbors would come knocking. Did he leave too much evidence? Fingerprints, hair, anything else? What did they leave behind that could be used against them in a court of law? Andrew gnawed at his finger as Ashley sat down by his side. The siblings shared the edge of a bed in another dingy motel. She leaned into him, the pressure and warmth taking the edge off for just a moment.

"Andrew? Hey Andreeew~" came her voice, singsong and light as a feather. She only used that voice when she was going to be a problem. " Guess what day it is~" she cooed again, poking at his ribs. What did she do this time? Was he going to have to tell her off again? What's the point. She'd 'apologize' and relapse a few days later. Go along with it then, let her be happy for a little longer.

"What?" he replied. His voice must've sounded off, judging by the way she looked at him. He took his finger from his mouth, trying not to notice how red and raw it had gotten.

"No you have to guess! It's no fun if you don't guess." she retorted, jabbing him in the ribs half a dozen more times.

"It's Sunday?" he croaked out, trying to not dwell on the fact he didn't know what day it was anymore.

"Ugh, and people say you're the smart one. No dumbass, it's our one week anniversary!" she exclaimed, her face lighting up.

He didn't have a reply this time, turning his head and giving her a bewildered look. What was she on about...?

"Really? You don't remember? It's been a week since we killed mom and dad, idiot." A look of admonishment crossed her face before a beaming smile returned. "It's a special occasion, and I was wondering if my dear brother Andrew had any plans to celebrate."

"Ashley, I... I don't have any plans. I don't even want to celebrate that." Celebrate? Something as horrific as that? The knot of paranoia inside him flared up and as hard as he tried, he couldn't stop the memories from flooding back . No matter how much he compartmentalized or how often his nightmares brought him to her bed, he couldn't shake them. The basement, the bodies, every sordid second ran through his brain like the worst home video ever. On repeat. For days.

Her smile faded, another punch to his already upset stomach. For a second she only stared before her signature pout appeared. That's better than a frown, at least. She placed her head against his shoulder and looked up at him with those beautiful pink eyes. Pleading, imploring, beseeching- trying to worm her way into his heart. Again. He stared back, studying her in this moment of silence. Why was she so... her.

"Oh come on Andy, you were always the boring one but this is just pathetic." She's teasing, of course, but that name slams into his brain like a sledgehammer. He glowers at her, unfazed. She pulls herself from his shoulder, staring down at the floor. "Everyone thinks we're dead. We have money. No one's holding us back now. Don't you want to do something with it?"

It's always bad when she's the one being sensible. She's right, there was no one on this Earth who knew the Graves siblings were alive. No one. It should have been liberating but the thought made his stomach sink even more. He turned his head, trying to avoid the sight of his downcast sister. The wall across from him seemed particularly interesting now.

"You miss them, don't you?" came her voice, now as cold as ice and devoid of love. Each syllable sunk into his chest like a dagger. He didn't need to see her to know the look on her face.

"Ashley-" She didn't let him finish, his younger sister gripping the edge of the bed with white knuckles.

"You miss them. You want them back. You fucking asshole!" Her voice rose, a terrible tempest starting to unleash as the hellion by his side blew up. "After all she did to you, to me. You backsliding fuck Andy!" Ashley had risen from the bed and loomed over him. He tried to avoid her gaze, wincing with every venomous word. She gave him a shove, unsettling him in his seat before raining down a blow atop his head. She wasn't strong and it wasn't a powerful strike but the intent was clear.

Visions of the past continued to swirl in his head, kicked up by her sudden tirade. He had always done whatever he could for her, whenever she asked for it. Why was it not good enough? She watched him butcher mom and dad, killed that stupid fucking warden to save her life. When would he be good enough? Never.

"I know you talked to her in that basement! What did you plan, Andy? Were you going to sell me out? What was she going to give you, huh?" Her words kept coming, this psychotic rant as endless as it was cruel. "You're my brother, you made a promise to me. And it's only me Andy, no more hussies or floozies or parents! You're stuck with me now, so you better fucking be happy about it!"

Stuck. Stuck. Stuck. That's what he was. Forever, until he died, this would be his life. A perilous balancing act. He couldn't keep himself sane and balance her emotions. It was all so miserable, weighing down on him again and again until-

He broke. He can't remember the last time he cried, least not in front of her. Andrew buried his head into his hands. Racked by quiet sobs his entire body shuddered. Every compartment in his head burst open until it was all overflowing black guilt. Tears flowed through his fingers, pitter pattering against the motel carpet. His ears rang, drowning out everything in the room besides himself. He didn't even notice her go quiet.

"A-Andy...?"

Ashley was as white as a sheet, staring down at this alien scene with fear in her eyes. What happened? What did she do this time? He never cried, ever, never ever. Not even Andy cried. Frozen with fear, her hands trembled. This was a problem, and Andrew always fixed problems but... he's the problem now.

She sat back down on the bed, recalling the time in the apartment when he came to her. This was exactly like that, right? She reached out, placing her hand on his head. She began to stroke. Her fingers ran through his black coif of hair.

"Andy I... Andrew I'm sorry. I'm sorry alright? I snapped and..." No response from her brother, not even a reaction to her touch. "Please Andrew, I said I wa-" She caught herself. Her words weren't working, so why make it worse like she always did? Ashley leant into him, her head planted against his shoulder yet again. She could feel him shake, her stomach turning upside down every time. She stared at the floor, unable to bring herself to look at him.

There was nothing worth celebrating that day.



Chapter 13: Andy & Leyley and the Third Child
Chapter Text
You got detention so mom had to pick you up that day, instead of taking the bus home with Andy and Leyley. She scowled at you the whole ride home. You're almost glad your mom essentially ignores you, just sees you as another mouth to feed, because she isn't grilling to scolding you to be a better kid. It's not even your fault you got detention, anyway...

You get sent to your room once you get home. You room with Ashley. You hate rooming with Ashley, and you wish you could room with Andrew instead (even if you go into his room and he comes into yours regularly enough). Andy and Leyley have been playing outside all day though, with ____. You wish you could play, too.

Neither mom or dad cook that night, dad just brings home the cheapest pepperoni pizza he can. You eat in your room while Andy and Leyley hog the TV (mostly Leyley).

That night, after you brush your teeth, and you're still awake because there was cola brought home, Ashley says something out loud.

"Hey, Anon?" in that tone of voice that makes you sink deeper into your pillow, shrinking away.

"Andy's not gonna look at you again."

She's hugging her pillow, staring at your dead in the eye from across the room, flower-shaped nightlight dimly illuminating her face.

"Because he chose ME. Got it?"
The next day is Saturday, so you don't have to go to school. Leyley's hopping right out the door after your brother, ready to go outside and play.

"Ew, no! I don't want you to come play with us today!"

She's already running downstairs, with a, "Mom! Anon's being mean to me!"

"Anon had detention yesterday. They can just stay in their room." A reprimand, but just a formality of "being a good parent."

So you stay inside, seeing Leyley trail Andy down the sidewalk outside.
Truthfully, you're still thinking about last night. Ashley has broken your toys, hit you, and gotten you in trouble before, but she had never said something with such... malice like she did last night.

And you wait. And wait. And wait some more. Your siblings get to play outside alllllll day, and you're stick in here until... there's dinner. Which is going to be microwaved pizza from yesterday, and flat cola in red solo cups.

By the time you come downstairs for dinner, Andy and Leyley are already home (even if they only got home like fifteen minutes ago, they played all the way until sundown).

After your parents nod off, meaning they're ignoring your punishment by this point, Andy and Leyley are parked in front of the TV again watching cartoons.

"You're not gonna eat that, so gimme!" Leyley says, snatching Andy's pizza slice off his paper plate. "More slices for the slice princess!"

He lets her, sinking back into the couch without saying a word. He's eye look glazed over, and his skin has been pasty and clammy looking all night.

"They're playing this crummy commercial again! Bullshit!" Leyley swears out loud, since their parents can't hear them right now. Andy doesn't even other to tell her off for using cuss words. In fact, he's already standing up from the couch, rushing to the restroom.

"Andy!" You follow him, as he rushes to the bathroom, barely holding in his bile. You catch up, and he's retching into the bath, not even having made it to the toilet. Even after he stops, he's still heaving, gripping onto the tub for dear life, eyes bloodshot.

You drop to your knees next to him, wondering if you should get mom or dad.

"Andy! Andy!" He's still too sick to talk, and when you put your hand on his shoulder, he jerks away.

"God! Shut up!" He barks out, holding his forehead in his hand, slumped half-dead into the bathroom. You jolt away, cowering against the wall. Were you too loud?

Leyley's in the doorway. When did she get there? She looks terrified.

"Get a glass of water, you fucking idiot!" She puts stress on the "fucking" since no one can tell her not to say it.

And in the kitchen. When you're fumbling with a glass of water, she swipes a water bottle off the countertop before you're done.

And she looks you, right dead in the eye, the prior concern washed right off her face, holding the water bottle like a trophy.

"I told you, didn't I? I. win."

You hear the bathroom door slam as she runs back.

After that point, there was a rift between you and your siblings that could never be crossed.



Chapter 14: Andy & Leyley and the Driving Lesson
Chapter Text
> “We’re gonna start slow, okay”
> “Okay.”
> “I’m serious, don’t mess around here. In case you forgot, this is a stolen car – we’re in deep shit if you draw any attention to us.”
> “Oh my god Andy, don’t worry! I promise I won’t do anything stupid okay?.”
>Andrew sat in the passenger seat of the dead hitman’s car, his little sister Ashley eagerly gripping the wheel next to him. Andrew had figured it was high time he taught his sister how to drive, but he was starting to regret bringing the idea up to her.
>Their car sat idly in the empty parking lot of a stripmall; it was well past business hours. Andrew had figured they’d better start at a time and place where his sister’s driving would attract the least amount of attention.
> “Okay, ten-and-two, remember?”
>Ashley adjusted her grip on the wheel and grinned at Andrew. “Yep!”
> “Now put your foot on the brake, shift into drive, and slowly take your foot off the brake.” Ashley did as he instructed, and the car began to creep forward over the blacktop.
> “Like this?” She asked, turning to look at him with wide eyes as if she was expecting something.
> “Yep, you’re doing great Leyley.” She flashed him another grin, evidently satisfied with his compliment.
> “Now slowly put your foot on the gas pedal until you’re doing about 10 mph.” Sure enough, Ashley complied. Andrew began to loosen the iron grip he had on the flimsy handle above his window. She’s actually doing pretty well, he thought.
>The car picked up speed as they rolled across the length of the lot. Andrew looked over at his sister; she looked as calm and collected as ever.
> “When you get to the other end of the lot, bang a uey and go back. Do this a few times until you feel comfortable with the sensitivity of the pedals, okay? You want the ride to be as smooth as it can be”
> “Psh, maybe if you’re boring.” Ashley retorted, but she did just as he asked. Andrew’s confidence in his sister grew as she continued to slowly circle the lot.
> “Alright, I think that’s enough for your first lesson, pull into an empty spot and I’ll take over.
>Ashley stuck her bottom lip out and furrowed her brow. “Aw c’mon, really? We just started?”
> “Ashley, I’m serious. You promised you wouldn’t mess around.” But Andrew saw a mischievous glint in her eye and felt his heart drop. He knew exactly what that look meant.
> “How about we take this baby for a spin on the real road?” A wide grin spread across Ashley’s face as she pressed the accelerator down hard. The car rocketed forward, bursting out of the parking lot and onto the (luckily) empty street.
> “Ashley I’m not fucking around here! Stop the– Ah!” Andrew shrieked in panic as Ashley swerved, narrowly avoiding the curb of the median. The car was rapidly gaining speed, the needle of the speedometer passing 50, then 60, then 70 miles per hour. Andrew frantically fumbled with his seat belt, praying to whatever god was out there that he wouldn’t die, and if possible, they wouldn’t get caught by anyone.
> “Whoooohooo!” Ashley, meanwhile, seemed to be enjoying herself. She was hunched over the wheel, her knuckles white with excitement. She was positively beaming. If Andrew wasn’t so terrified, he would have savored seeing her so carefree and happy.
>The car sped down the dimly-lit road, the streetlights whizzing past them and the engine growling loudly as they continued to accelerate. At last, Ashley seemed to find a speed she liked. Andrew checked the speedometer: a little over 80 miles per hour.
>Andrew remembered the driver’s ed program he took in preparation for his road test. The car they had learned on had an extra brake pedal in the passenger seat footwell so the instructor could stop the car if the driver was about to crash. Andrew now wished more than anything that this car had a similar feature.
> “Ashley, please! I’m serious, slow down!” He begged her, fear now evident in his voice.
> Ashley paid him no mind.
> “Isn’t this fun, Andy? God, I feel so alive!” She whooped again and shot through the curves of the road, making Andrew’s stomach lurch with each turn.
>As much as Andrew hated to admit it, she did seem to be handling the car well, even at speeds like this. I guess she’s just a natural, he thought grimly.
>As they rounded a bend in the road, Andrew spotted oncoming headlights in the distance.
> “Okay Leyley,” he said with a forced chuckle, “enough games, let’s slow down, okay? I don’t want this person to report your erratic driving.” He grinned at her, trying to force down the bile that he felt creeping up his throat.
>Ashley glanced at him, then back at the road, then at him again, then back at the road. After what seemed like hours, she nodded in agreement.
>Andrew breathed a heavy sigh of relief as Ashley started to press on the brake, feeling the car slow down. By the time they passed the other car on the road, they were back to 35 mph.
>Ashley found another empty lot, pulled into it, put the car in park, and got out. Andrew opened his door, but discovered that his legs were shaking quite badly. He tried to stand but had to support himself on the roof of the sedan.
> “Ashley,” he said shakily, “for the love of god, please don’t ever do that again.”
>She looked at him innocently. “Why? I had everything under control.” He looked back at her blankly. That mischievous smile crept to her lips again.
> “What, don’t tell me you were SCARED, were you.” Andrew didn’t reply.
> “Aw, my poor big brother Andy, so scared by his little sister’s driving, how adorable.”
> “Shut up.” He managed to choke out, his heart still pounding in his chest, his blood rushing in his ears.
>Ashley continued to taunt him as he walked over to the driver’s side door.
> “Oh Andy, you look so pale! Are you feeling alright?” He only glowered at her before opening the door and sitting down behind the wheel.
> “I hope you enjoyed your little joyride Ashley, because all it’s taught me is that you can’t handle this kind of responsibility.” Ashley pouted in response.
> “What do you mean? I was in complete control the whole time! I’m an excellent driver, don’t get mad at me for my natural talents…” She slid into the passenger seat next to him.
> “Oh c’mon Andy, don’t be so dour all the time. You’re allowed to admit you had fun, too.”
> Andrew glared at her. “Absolutely not.”
> Ashley stuck her tongue out at him.
> “Fine, if you’re too proud to admit it, then I’ll just make you say it myself.”
> She suddenly gripped Andrew’s cheeks with both of her hands, forcing his jaw to open and close before he could react.
> “Okay I admit it Ashley,” she said in a fake-deep voice, imitating his own, “I had fun. You’re my favorite person and-” Andrew slapped her hands away from manipulating his jaw.
> He looked at her. She had a smug little smile on her face, the exact one Andrew found hard to resist.
>He felt himself grinning, despite how much he didn’t want to. Then, he began to chuckle in spite of himself. Ashley looked relieved and started to giggle, too.
> “Okay, okay, it was kind of fun. But seriously, don’t pull that shit anymore” He warned her, trying to look very stern but failing. He rubbed his hand across her head, mussing her hair. She smiled broadly at him.
> “Alright Leyley, let’s get back to the motel. I’d say that’s enough of an adventure for tonight, okay?”
> “Okay Andy.” She continued to smile at him as he began to drive off.
> “Hey Andy?”
> “What, Leyley?”
> “I love you.”
>Andrew sighed.
> “As crazy as you are, I love you too.”
>They drove off back to the motel, each of them content in their own way.